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; A BRAV 3 MAN ſtruggling | with the Storms of Fate. 
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Mx LORD DUKE, 


* addreſs a Nobleman ot your princely RANK and VIRTU Es in the 
Preface to a little en may, to many, appear im proper: And, 
indeed, it were a moſt gr ofs ; Intruſion, was the Subject trifling or nuga- 
tory: But the Annals of the brave and unfortunate are Objects of public 
Attention : And where {hall the Cynxran Hero ſeek Protection but 


beneath the Shield of DovuGLaAs, the Sanctuary of the BRAVE! 


This Poem was compoſed when PA 011 was upon his Tour through 
the Weſt of Scotland, and ſhould chen have been preſented to your 
Grace, had not the Misfortunes of the Author proved fatal te his 
Muſe. He is the lineal Deſcendant and Repreſentative of COLVILL. 
of the DaLE, and with Enthuſiaſin embraces this Opportunity of pay- 
ing Homage to the noble Duke and Ducheſs of QuUzEenss ERRY. With 
earneſt Prayer that they may live long, to ſee their Country and the il - 
luſtrious Houst of Dover as flouriſhing,” 1 rejoice to ſubſcribe myſelf, : 
with the moſt profound Veneration, ö ; 
| My LORD DUKE, 


' Your moſt. humble, 


And moſt devoted Servant, 


R. CoLyiLL. 


Drysakr, 
| March 26. 1772. 
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CYRNEAN HER O. 


TAIL to the Curey! hom civic wreaths adorn, 


Whoſe loud acclaim from pole to pole i is borne; 
Whoſe godlike ſtrife to ſave a ſinking land, 


To wrench the ſcourge from ſtern oppreſſion's hand, 


To ſhield the laſt remains, the children brave 

Of freedom ſtruggling mid the Tyrr hene wave; 
The Br 11100 youth ſhall mark with fond ſurpriſe, 
And patriots feel their kindred paſſions riſe; I 
More bold to plead for their invaded laws, 
And grapple danger for the public cauſe; 3 

To quell the ſtorm when madd'ning factions roar, 
Y Or tyrant Bourbon, from his hoſtile ſhore, 

Like great PaoLI, tend their country? 8 call, 


Reſolved on conqueſt, or a glorious fall. 


What ito) illiberal F rance, with venal band. 


Now proudly lor d it c 0 er thy native land! 
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The ſordid ſlate prepare, with tyrant frown. 


And flaviſh yoke, to bend thy country down. 
What tho? fell bondage ſhake her iron rod 
O'er Cor tes walls, glad freedom” 8 late abode! 


Yet brighter days ſhall gild the fav'rite iſle, 55 | 


And fate, relenting, on her warriors ſmile. — 
The race of Her&les ev'ry danger braves, ; 8 | 
Nor tamely bends to hoſts of Latian ſlaves, 

The public love each kindred boſom fills, 

And pours her champions from a hundred hills : q al 

F iercely they rally ober the Cyrnean * * more, 


And drench the iſland with invader” 's gore. ; 


 Unconquer'd Cyrna, ſtruggling 1 to be free,” 
stil rends the yoke of galling ſlavery ; ; 
Renews the mortal charge with deep ning roar, 
Like the wild wayes which daſh her rocky ſhore. 3. 
Still ; 


* The Author i in this Poem uſes the antient name e of G TY 
| was called Cyrnum or Cyrna by the Greeks, from Cyrnus, the ſon of 

Hercules, who was ſuppoſed to have been the firſt who planted a colony 

jn that Iſland. See Stephanus de urbibus, or that curious and . 
Hiſtory of Corſica, lately . by the 1 ns Nee BOSWELL, 
n of Auchinleck. ! 
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Still Bour bon's mercenary hoſt ſhall bleed; e 
Again high Cyrna lift her laurePd head; TREO Ol 
Again triumph in thy victorious ſword, | 
The public father to his ſons reſtor'd. 


Thus would the Muſe, who in thy wron gs takes part, 
Who feels the pangs which rend thy patriot heart, 
To ſooth thy grief, her humble tribute bring 
Of lenient hope, ſhed from her trembling wing; 
Hope, our good Angel, with bright radiance crown Yd, 
Wich healing hand, allays misfortune” 8 ſtound ; 
| Diſpels the gloom which adverſe tempeſts raiſe, | 


And gilds dark providence with orient rays; ; 


Points to the ſhipwreck'd mariner afar 


: His port, and guides him like the pie ſtar. 


What rouſed the Maccabcar race to arms, 
Who ſhook the Syri ian tyrant with alarms? 
What ſteel'd the heart of Brutus, ſternly good, 
To ſave fall'n Rome, redeem'd by Ceſar? 8 blood? 2 
What led che Great, whoſe pinion'd fame does ſoar, _ 


Thee Tamerlane « 74 diſtain'd wich caſtern gore? oe, 


{ 4 ) | | ——. n 


The toiling Maſcovite, Guſtavus Wold, 
To face each danger, when in arms grown old? > 


Tas the big hope till bounding in their breaſt 
To ſave mankind, by tyrant pow'r oppreſt. 
The harveſt reap'd i in iron fields, to ſee 

f Bleſs'd peace eſtabliſh'd, and their country free. 


This arm'd ole England's champions for the fight, 
To combat myriads i in their country's right; ; 
: Victorious Alfr ed ſtain'd with Daniſh gore, 
Her Edwards, Henrys, on the Gallic ſhore; P 
| Their ſwords the ſcourge of heav' n, with vengefy al glare 
; Shook 0 er the foe dread peſtilence and war; ; 
While kingdoms, tyrants, ſhrunk before their frown, 
Whoſe ſcauty legion ſhook the Gallic throne. 
The land which trembling fear'd a foreign ſword, 
With grateful welcome haiPd her laurePd lord; 15 
Wing'd conqueſt led ; grim bondage ſtalk'd behind, 
In rattling chains, ſhe for the brave deſign? d; 
| High- thron'd, her guardian ſpread the Un of peace, 


5 And freedom charter; d to 1 dauntleſs race; 
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Beneath his buckler, loyal, bold, and free, 
They mar- d che golden ſweets of 1 


Oh Liberty! man's ; firſt and choiceſt treaſure | 


Bright ſoul of virtue ſacred ſource of pleaſure? ? = 


Daughter of heaven! with every blooming grace 


To charm the bold, and poliſh human race. 


Without thee nature droops, and all we boaſt 


Of country, friends, and kindred, all i is loſt: 


The plume of grandeur fades, life knows no bleſſing * 
No rich endearment worth careſſing. 
"The world, a dreary, darkſome priſon lies, 
Where all the ſoul of man within him dies ; | 
Dies to each great deſign, the minion tame | 


of guilty Poets. the flave of fin and ſhame. 


For THEE, what hardſhips would the bold endure? 


| How brave the vengeance of oppreſſive pow! N 
15 How, following fierce thro? toil, war, bonds, and death, 
Reſound the onſet with. their lateſt breath ! ! 
Vaconquer'd ſtruggle, or, ſhould freedom bleed, 


Sink, erown'd with glory, 'mid the honour'd dead. 


* 5 B 8 Deſcend, 
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Deſcend, dread Goddeſs of the fearleſs eye! 


Come from eternal ſplendors, from on high! 


— 


To ſhield the nations from deſpotic pride, 
From rage and violence, uſurping wide: 
* 5 — And teach them, rais'd to guard, with manly grace, „ ET 


The native rights and honours of their race. 


Dread Goddeſs, riſe! Extend thine equal reign ; 
From fartheſt Ind to Zembla 8 freezing main: 5 


But chiefly hover with benignant ſmiles, 


Where mid old ocean tow? r the Britiſh iſles ; x 


5 Where thy true race, of mind and courage high. 


Repel che yoke of waſteful flavery. 


: While dreadful o'er the ſubject waves is hurl'd, = . 


Like Heav'n 15 their thun@ring ſtorm to ſhake eaguilty 
world. 


Here fix thy ſeat, and blaze with Roman flame, tens | - 
: In ſenates bold no tyrant arts could tame: „ „ 
Rouze them to feel for the atrocious deed; à2W„„ 
Brandiſh thy terrors at the guilty head : 


F rom mean ſubmiſſion vindicate the land, 


5 And give the vengeance to thy dauntleſs band: „„ 
5 T1] a 


* 


Till lawleſs rage and ation be oi | 

And foreign tyrants own Britannia's pow'r; 'F 
Whoſe PRINCE and people prop the general cauſe, 

Supporting and ſupported by the laws; 52 

While ſavage bondage driv'n abroad to reign, 


Feels her own ſcourge, and bites her! iron chain. 


Ye generous BRITONs! could this verſe avail 

To rouſe your rage at ſuff*ring Virtue's tale ; ; 
Then might the wretched, ſtruggling with their fate, 
Revere' thine arm, which props each falling ſtate ; 3 
 Aﬀert their rights beneath thy guardian care, Box 


And taſte che ſweets which FRG profuſely ſhare. 


But whither would my wayward fancy rove? 
Inrich'd with wiſdom and with virtue 's love, 
PaoLL refls | in hope; ; nor aught abates TE 

of this prime anchor mid the frowning fates, 

Ye mean uſurpers, inſolent through pow r! ! 

Hang forth your trophies from Aleria', 5 tow! rl 

Raze F reedom- 5 ſeat ! 4 and when her ſons complain, 


Load them to groan beneath a heavier chain ! . 


[ 


Bluſter, : 
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Bluſter, ye Fates! ye ſtormy ſquadrons, riſe! 

And ſound the charge with thunder's dreadful voice! 
The i/land trembles; but, eſtranged from fear, 
Her pilot looks beyond where brigbtning ſkies appear 5 


Where radiant hope breaks o'er the ocean ſtream, 
To gild her ſlivres; like Phoſphor's 8 orient beam. 


Meanwhile, exiPd from all the great can boaſt, 
From friends, from kindred, from your native coaſt: 
Honour d and fafe, by Thame, fam'd ſtream repoſe, 
Nor dread the guile of Cyrna' 5 vengeful toes. „ 
Fair Albion j joys thy kindred ſoul to trace, | 
| And ſpeaks her welcome with a fond embrace: 
5  Vnfolds . 


— 


Alt will ever be rencenabured, with regret, bow; Ae tas 95 . 
paign, the French army intirely redaced the brave Corſicans. Paoli 


(now beſet with traitors and aſſaſſius, the mercenary pack ſet on by law. 


leſs power to hunt down the brave and unfortunate) left the Iſland, 
where he could continue no longer with advantage to his Countrymen, 
_ _ Landing in Italy, he paſſed through ſeveral ſtates, where he was en- 
tertained with reſpect, and at length took. reiuge in England. 
There all ranks ſeemed to contend in paying homage to Fortitude | 
and Freedom in the Perſon of the great PaoLi He was carried to 


St JaMss's, and there courteouſly received; ſuitable apartments were 


_ aſſigned bim; the chief of the nobility attended his Ievee ; and, where- 


ever he paſſed, the you followed the Hine with public honours and EE 


appli. | 
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Un folds her gates, the BRAVE MAN's ſanctuary, 7.3 
To ſhelter worth, and freedom fled with thee. 
Her circ ling ſeas a ſhining. bulwark ſtand 
To ſhield. the patriot ſcap'd from Pharaols hand. 
Here, while the tempeſts lour, and Bour bon waits, 
The hir'd aſſaſſin of weak Latian Rates ii 
The mem'ry of thy country 8 wrongs efface 
In great deſigns, to ſave. a finking race; $05 
To pour the lenitive, with healing hand, 
In aching wounds chat x rankle thro? the land; 
And form with Roman Kill the Cyrnean race, 
Mid war's alarum taught the arts of peace. 2 


5 Here het thy rage, that when the hour ſhall come, 


When righteous heav* n ſhall ſeal the tyrant 8 doom, 


Pao may in awful vengeance riſe, 


o cruſh the proud, like thunder from the ties. | 


And what may ſooth che brave, thy public cauſe 


 Seeures thee Britain's wonder and applauſe: . 15 
Her PEERS, the pride and bulwark of the land, 


"The SONS of freedom give thee friendſhip's hand. 


8 . Pirker 
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PIERCY and princely DovcLas foremoſt found 


To tame the dragon, foibd with many an wound: 
The ſcourge of tyrants grace thy modeſt gate, 
To mourn with thee ſad Cyrna? s ruin'd ſtate. 
Behold! they come! PEMBROKE, of gallant foul! 
Thy pangs to ſoothe, thy Cyrna 8 foes controul: 
Rochroxb, to ev ry courtly grace ally d; 


Rochroxp, the BRAVE MAN 's friend, and early try'd. 


See! CL EDox IA. once depreſi'd and low, 
When pow'r r and flay? ry forc'd the brave to bow, 


Exalts her row ring front, and haſtes to greet 


The cauſe of liberty, with rey rence meet; 


Admires in thee the fire which blazd of old 
In Gran, in Bruck, in Dov alas firm and bold, 
Who toibd for ScorTLanp i in the throat of death, 
And peaPd her triumph with his lateſt breath. 8 

Her cities hail thee, : and her Jenates wait 


1 inroll thy n name : with chiefs and patriots great. 5 


See un! whom genius and true worth adorn, 


And early wreaths, from ſtern oppreſſion torn; 1 
Who, 


Who, rous'd by freedom's and by virtue's flame, 
Firſt heard the clarion peal Paor 1's name: 


Left learned eaſe and ALB1oNn? 8 bliſsful ſhore, 


In diſtant. climes thy fortunes to explore: 


There brav'd infeſted ſeas, nor fear'd 10 go 


Thro' hoſtile camps throng'd dire with freedom? 8 foe, 
Till every peril paſt, mid fire and ſword, 
Glad * BOsWELL hail'd high Cyrna's 5 warlike Lon. 


ke hop'd to ſee THY righteous cauſe prevall, 
: And ſullen bondage mourn her Gnking ſcale: : 
Rehears'd the annals of THY riſing ſtate, 


And leaguwd with Princes to avert her fate. 
| | | | B ut f 


"0: This young Gentlemen,” who is Heir to an ample erde in the 
weſt of Scotland, diſtinguiſhed himſelf very early by his warm attach. 
ment to every good cauſe, and more particularly by his Writings in de- 
fence of DouvGcLas, and of the Baaveg CogsICANS. Animated by a 
very ſingular enthaſiaſm, he left London in the ſpring 1765, and un ler- 
took a long and hazardous journey, that he might viſit and connect a 
friendſhip with the great Pao, who was then ſtru. 2gling to ſupport. 
his Country againſt he united troops of France and Genoa. 
This enterpriſing Expedition of the Sieur B.SsW HILL drew after him 
1 5 the notice not only of the Literati, but hkewiſe of aul the neighbour. 
Ing ſtates, who now conſidered 9 88 as on einbaſſ. from the Court of : 
Britain about to interpoſe in favours of the brave xflanders The nar- 
rative of his travels to Corſica, and particularly of the conſternation and 
Fade y of the Genoeſe Senators, i is both e and full of humour. 


"From 
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But now an exile from THY tribes, oppreſt 
With ev'ry paug whieh rends THY patriot breaſt ; 

1 5 True cordial friendſhip glowing | in Kis face, 
In grief and a jay he claims 1H warm embrace: 0:1 
Invokes high. heav'n to. vindicate THY ee BET: 
And rouſes Europe to the glorious fight. W 
| So when proud Ceſar iretch'd his iron rod, 

Expelling freedom from her fam'd abode: a0 = 503 
The Mauritanian, ſmit with virtue? s charms, 

 Ador'd the Goddeſs in her Cat's arms; 

Arrang'd his myriads, kindling at the call, PEE 
To bumble Ceſar, « or with Cato fall. ph 5 e 


y — 


Thus I, hs follower of the bse croud, 
| By winding Forth rehearſe my ſonnets rude ; 5 


. Nor rich to aid, nor powerful to redreſs, - ; 7a nh 
= The Muſe may mourn with greameſs in difireſe: "NET 

| Ti AY ge 
Breath 


8 the cared ve of Italy be coll over. to o Corſica, where tho - 
| ſea was befet with the enemy's ſhips. He was ſeveral times in the 
French camp, and, as he takes notice in his letter to the learned and 5 
Philoſophic Rouſſeau, i in imminent danger of being puniſhed as a ſpy. 
Atter induring many bardſhips in'a country which was all mountai- 


nous, and then the ſear of war, he puſhed his way acroſs. the Iſland, "ny 


over almoſt inacceſſible hills, and, having paſſed through much danger 
and fatigue, was at length ee ee into the tent of the great Pa OLI, 
See the late Hiſtory of * by J. e Iq; 


0 113) 


Breath her oraiſon, nor in bluſhes hide, 

Aw'd by the frown of inſolence and pride. 
The facred ſtrains, to worth and freedom que, 

Paort! bor row dignity from you. 
The tears we ſhed when injur'd nations groan, 


Mount with their cry to the celeſtial throne. 


Nor lacks the Muſe her burthen to complain ; * 
The lot of man is ſtamped with grief and pain. 
And ſhe has mourn'd tell malice poiſor'd dart, 

And galling ſcorn, which gnaws the conſcious heart; * 
And foul ingratitude, the worſt of crimes, 

To blaſt fair honour tried in bitter times. 

: of theſe ſhe well could plain her baleful ſong, 

But patience checks, and other cares belong: 

To tend the charge the Sov- REIGN SH EPHERD gave, 
To feed my flock along the briny wave; 

To watch their lafery from the prouling croud, 

But moſt from Man, oppreſlive, falſe, and proud. 15 
: There, whilſt they baply brouze the wholeſome flow? „ 
On fanny cliff, or ſport tl the harmleſs hour, : 


T eaſe my paſtoral reed, and pleas'd retire 


To charm wild eccho with my ruſtic Iyre. 
Or wand'ring, penſive, hear the brave complain, 
And conſecrate 10 Cyrna* 8 Chikr the ſtrain. 
Nor ſelfiſh ſhall the Muſe's numbers flow. 
In partial plaint, but for che public Woes 
The wrongs of outrage we have learn'd to bear; 
55 Have learn'd to feel for worth, and give the tear, 
The facred tear 0 er Cuff "ring greameſi ſhed, 
: When anxious Brrraix veibd her mournful head; 
And pierc 2 with horror at Marirpe J fate, 


: Look'd « on her Loxp the GuanDian of the ſtate. 


This mould HE read, the GREAT whom I revere, 
And follow ſtill with heart eſtranged from fear, 

7 With loyal heart, HIS noble SOUL will riſe 

: In indignation at the Muſe? 8 voice; ; 

To aid the cauſe by BrrTarn' J bons beloy? d, 


And right his f jend | in ey? y for zune prov' d. . 
VVV, W62 5 
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